The stage set of the smuggler act meant the fulfilment
of a dream cherished by Dr. Mayer ever since he had
decided to become a stage director. It was a daring and
unusual set, menacing like the scenes which played in it.
By building very high cliffs on both sides of the stage, Dr,
Mayer had achieved the illusion that the floor in the centre
was the bottom of a canyon, a deep and dark ravine. Of the
footlights only some dim green and blue bulbs were turned
on and from the left side a reflector threw shafts of a cold
and threatening blue on to the trail over which the smugglers
would creep at the beginning of the act. The rest was depth
and blackness,

"You and your infernal dark stage/' Bhakaroff grumbled
as he stood at the foot of a makeshift stair which led steeply
to the top of the rocks on the right. Dr. Mayer jumped
around him in eager circles like a dog trying to please his
moody master.

"That's why I asked you to try your way once more,
Bhakaroff/'he said. " I want you to feel absolutely safe. As
soon as you come out on the stage I have a spot thrown
directly at you, it will be as light as the day. Now, if you
would step up here, and here, Max, you come along and use
your flashlight------**

Max was the pimply-faced assistant who was on duty on
the right side of the stage. Another equally pimply-faced
young man supervised the left. In the first wing the stage
manager played on a switchboard full of buttons, as com-
plicated as the four manuals of a modern organ. He gave
his signals to all the districts of this elaborate stage. There
were two floors full of machinery beneath it, a maze of pipes
and steel and scaffolds and mysterious devices, looking Uke
the burrows of some diligent rabbits; above the stage the
view was lost in the dim vistas of the first and second fly
floor, where electricians balanced precariously, where spot-
lights went on and off, softly hissing, where way up, near
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